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you want, which confounds me always; you
jest, you promise. When I read your letters
I seem to hear you; I am disarmed, but furi-
ous in fact. You do not even tell me what
is becoming of the charming child who in-
terests you so much. I pray you not to
make her as silly as most women of our

time.    There is here Miss -----, who is  a

beautiful girl, five feet four inches high, with,
all the gentleness of a grisette and an amus-
ing mingling of easy manners and honest
timidity. We were fearing that the second,
part of a comedy would not be equivalent
to the first part. She said: " It will be all
right. We will show our legs in the ballet. * *
Note that her legs are like pipe-stems and.
her feet not aristocratic. Good-by, dear
friend.

CCLXVIII.

PARIS, Friday, December 12, 1863.
DEAR friend, you complain of having SL
cold, and you do not know what that is.
Only one person m Paris has a cold, and that:
is I. I spend my life coughing and stifling,
and if it continues you shall have to givelways, veryeaten the raw onions,
